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Summary: A British soldier, Jonathan Hyde, becomes embroiled in the 
battle between XOF and Big Boss. However, his entry into their lives 
causes everything to change on a massive scale. (Alternate Universe & 
Metal Gear Solid V: The Phantom Pain spoilers) 


1. Questions & Answers 

**Metal Gear Solid V: The Phantom's Phantom** 

**Chapter 1 - Questions & Answers** 

Night had fallen over the Seychelles, bathing a massive offshore 
platform and its occupants in darkness and silence. The only 
exception was a vast warehouse that was used for the storage of the 
supplies necessary for prolonged living in a location that was miles 
from civilisation. Two men, both blonde, but one possessed a thin 
moustache and wore a long, stereotypical cowboy duster coat and spurs 
on his boots, while the other was lacking an arm and wore a beret 
with an army issue dress uniform were keenly watching a third male 
that was suspended from the ceiling by his wrists. 

He was an unremarkable man, brunette with a slight stubble forming 
and muscular tone fitting of an individual who kept in shape, but 
didn't focus on it. His body was also covered in various bruises and 
cuts of varying sizes, indicative of him sustaining prolonged 
torture. He was unresponsive, but the laboured yet regular breathing 
that was being performed indicated to the two witnesses that he was 
still alive. 

"Not much to look at, is he?" The cowboy remarked quietly in a 
Russian accent, while circling round the lifeless male before 
addressing his colleague. "What do you make of him. Miller?" 


"Took the words out of my mouth. Ocelot." Miller replied 
indifferently. "Clearly a soldier, but not in the infantry. After 



all, he was recovered from a military hospital with Snake. Possibly 
in a more academic or administrative position." 

Miller paused and pinched the bridge of his nose in thought before 
continuing . 

"By the way, how is Snake?" 

"Hard to say." Ocelot said quietly with a hint of 
only just regained consciousness from a nine year 
staff are clueless as to whether he'll even live. 


Miller let his words process before sniffing derisively. 

"Well, this one's had enough time to rest. Wake him up." 

Ocelot nodded before approaching their naked guest and gently cupping 
his left cheek for a brief moment. Suddenly, Ocelot raised his left 
hand and slapped the guest soundly. The response was immediate as the 
once unconscious brunette woke up with a loud gasp, followed by a 
pitiful whine as his mind was greeted by the complaints of his many 
wounds, ranging from the rope burn irritating his wrists to the cuts 
that had been inflicted on him by a whip. His eyes opened slowly, his 
sight blurry but capable of recognising who had struck him. 

"Rise and shine." Ocelot teased acidly, his hand still caressing the 
unharmed cheek. "How was your nap?" 

"Bliss." He replied hoarsely, the amount of screaming he had provided 
during his beatings had caused him to lose his voice somewhat. "Care 
to come back later?" 

Ocelot's indifferent expression melted into a happy grin as he began 
to laugh heartily at their guest's quip, even going so far as to give 
him a round of applause. Miller, on the other hand, was 
unimpressed . 

"Very good! Clearly, you are British through and through." Ocelot 
deduced. "Only a true Briton would continue to act in such a manner, 
even after being so violently beaten." 

As quickly as the laughter had begun, it vanished as Ocelot held his 
captive in place and punched him in the stomach, eliciting an audible 
wheeze as all the air was removed from the naked man's lungs. 

"But enough of the niceties, we shall start from the beginning. Who 
are you?" 

Winded and light headed, he didn't respond as he struggled to breathe 
in enough oxygen to regain the ability to speak. Recognising this. 
Ocelot did not punish him, but crossed his arms and let the prisoner 
recover . 

"J- Jonathan . " He gasped. "Jonathan Hyde, British Army." 

Miller sighed in exasperation, while Ocelot raised an eyebrow. 

"Is he seriously sticking to that?" Miller retorted angrily, taking 
the few steps necessary for him to stand beside the Russian cowboy 


concern. "He had 
coma. The medical 
let alone wake 



and glare at Jonathan. "You and I both saw him with Snake. He's 
clearly lying!" 


Ocelot raised his hand, causing Miller to fall silent with an 
irritated grunt. 

"Saw them together, yes. Him relatively unharmed while The Boss was 
practically dead, yes." He responded bluntly. "But we did not see 
this man harm him. So, let's give him a chance . Tell us what 
happened, Jonathan." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"It's nothing but a dislocated shoulder, Jonathan." The nurse 
explained to him. Jonathan had been admitted to Dhekelia SBA Memoral 
Hospital, a military hospital that was part of the British Sovereign 
Base Area of Dhekelia. Present as a member of the formation that was 
assigned to staff the military installation there, it was a 
relatively cushy and quiet existence, the monotony of regular army 
life broken up by relaxing in the Mediterranean sun. However, an 
attempt at impressing his fellow squaddies by attempting to jump from 
a tree into a local lake had ended in misery. He'd lost his nerve and 
tried to grab a tree branch to prevent his fall, but had dislocated 
his arm and fell into the water anyway. After his colleagues had 
enjoyed a good laugh, they finally noticed he was injured and had him 
rushed to the medic. <p> 

Now, he was stuck in a stuffy hospital ward filled with individuals 
who were far more injured than himself. In the beds next to him were 
men who were so injured that their faces were completely obscured by 
bandages. Jonathan had been able to hear the doctors explaining to 
one of them, named Ishmael, that he had been in a coma and that his 
friend needed plastic surgery. Regardless, he had resigned himself to 
being bedridden for the next few days with his arm in a sling. 

"Out in a few days, light desk work and such, I assume?" He asked 
wryly with a raised eyebrow, eliciting a chuckle from the 
nurse . 

"Right you are." She replied and nodded her head. "But for now, you 
stay in bed and don't use that arm." 

Sighing heavily, Jonathan rolled his eyes and lay back down to enable 
the possibility of a nap, a possibility that swiftly became a 
reality. However, it was not to last. 

Waking up, Jonathan noticed that it was dark. He had slept for longer 
than he had believed. Sighing, he closed his eyes once more to 
continue his slumber before the sound of an inhuman scream tore 
through the air. Jonathan sat up in surprise as he listened silently 
to the sound of what could only be described as a female being 
subjected to the fires of hell. As quickly as they began, they ended 
with the shattering of broken glass. Giving his eyes a swift rub to 
remove the sleep from his eyes, Jonathan realised that he was no 
longer in his usual spot next to the two bandaged men. He had been 
moved to another room while he slept. 

He took a deep breath and exhaled before hopping out of bed and 
approaching the door. After waiting a few moments for any more noise 
to occur, he opened the door slightly to see what was occurring 



outside his room. Greeting his view was the sight of the back of 
Ishmael, dressed in a green surgical gown, quietly padding his way 
along the corridor towards the reception area. Behind him was the 
second disfigured man, dragging himself weakly across the floor with 
one hand, while the other had been replaced with a prosthetic claw. 
Jonathan cursed under his breath, having had no idea that this second 
man had lost his forearm, he felt guilty that he had been so silly in 
breaking his arm, while this man had lost his. 

"This isn't going to work. We'd better take the elevator!" Ishmael 
hissed before disappearing down a junction, followed by his armless 
companion. Jonathan waited a while to see if the coast was clear, but 
a sudden explosion and the reappearance of the two bandaged patients 
as they were thrown back by the blast made him reconsider and shut 
the door. 

"Shit." Jonathan remarked as he ran over to his window and opened it. 
Upon looking down at the ground below, he smiled as he noticed that 
below him was the slate roof of the balcony below him. He climbed out 
of the window and dropped down just as the sound of helicopters 
filled the air, followed by the appearance of one shining a 
searchlight over the building. Panicking, Jonathan went limp and let 
his body lay lifelessly on the tiles. He closed his eyes and counted 
his blessings as he felt the glare of the searchlight beat down on 
his eyes. Praying, he expected the people on board the helicopter to 
open fire, but instead, the light disappeared as it was moved to 
illuminate an area elsewhere. With a sigh of relief, Jonathan crawled 
to the edge of the roof and lowered himself onto the balcony of the 
floor below. 

The balcony was connected to a doctors office. Jonathan opened the 
door an entered. The room was dark and the only thing he could see 
was the faint outline of a human sat in the office chair behind the 
desk . 

"Hey!" Jonathan hissed urgently, but was given no response. He 
huffed, approached the figure and put his hand on its shoulder. His 
hand immediately felt wet, causing him to move it away and examine 
it. Squinting, he could see that his hand was now a few shades darker 
than its normal white. 

"Blood." He deduced as he fumbled around with the contents of the 
desk to see if a desk lamp was present. Luckily, there was and it was 
switched on to reveal that Jonathan's guess was correct . The doctor 
who resided in the office was sat in his chair, however the hole in 
his forehead, the blood over his body and the expression of abject 
horror clearly showed he was deceased. Jonathan gasped at the sight 
and stumbled back, causing him to trip over the power cable of the 
lamp and pull it off the table. The lamp fell to the floor and 
shattered into pieces, accompanied by the fizzing of electricity as 
it died. 

"Someone's in the office!" A voice called out from outside the room. 
The beams of flash lights then began to illuminate the window of the 
office door as the people Jonathan had alerted approached. Jonathan 
glanced round the room for a place to hide. Upon noticing a closet, 
he rushed inside and shut it as the door opened, followed by the dull 
thud of boots on the floor. Terrified, Jonathan held his breath as he 
listened intently to the boots as they walked away and towards him 
repeatedly, showing that whoever owned them was searching the office. 



It wasn't long before they stopped right outside of the closet. 
Jonathan clenched his eyes shut, he wanted to scream and flail his 
way out of there in an attempt to subdue whoever was outside, but 
knew it was a foolish move. However, the urge became too great and he 
pushed on the door with all his strength. 

There was a cry of agony as the man outside, dressed in combat 
fatigues and a helmet, while armed with a silenced pistol and assault 
rifle. Jonathan had burst the door open at the exact moment he was 
about to open it, causing the door to break his nose as it crashed 
into his face. Jonathan trembled in panic before falling to his knees 
and wrapping hands round his assailants throat, turning the agonising 
cry into a gurgle as he began to strangle the soldier. 

"Shut up!" Jonathan whispered in terror. The soldier responded by 
grasping Jonathan's hands to try and remove them, his legs flailing 
wildly in an attempt to dislodge the terrified patient strangling him 
to death. However, Jonathan remained steadfast, continuing to repeat 
his order for the soldier to be quiet as his struggle began to 
subside, oxygen deprivation having tired him out and making him slip 
into unconsciousness . Jonathan let go once he stopped struggling and 
looked at his hands in bewilderment. He'd never been in combat or 
killed anyone, now he was sat astride a body that was no longer 
moving . 

"Oh shit." He whimpered before shaking his attempted killer. "Wake 
up ! " 

No response came. Jonathan let go and looked around him. It was now 
eerily quiet with just him and the unconscious assassin beneath him. 
Biting his lower lip, Jonathan looked down again and placed his hand 
on the soldiers face. 

"I'm so sorry." He whispered, completely clueless to the fact that 
he'd only made his victim lose consciousness . Jonathan sniffled as a 
tear rolled down his cheek. He'd never killed anyone before, his 
position in the army had never been one that had him put in combat. 

He reached out and closed the soldiers eyes, their vacant expression 
frightened him. Jonathan stared at his assailant quietly, processing 
what he had just done. Shaking his head, he growled defiantly as he 
unbuttoned the combat fatigues to allow him access to the unconscious 
soldiers chest. Jonathan placed his hand in an attempt to find a 
heartbeat and let out a sigh of relief when he could hear the faint 
sound of one. 

"Thank Christ for that." He whispered to himself before buttoning the 
soldiers clothing again. 

Jonathan glanced around and picked up the dropped pistol before 
standing up and heading to the door. While peeking through the 
window, the soldiers radio crackled into life. Through the static, 
the sender requested the unconscious soldier to report. Jonathan 
shook his head, they'll come looking for him when he won't respond. 
Quietly, he opened the door and padded out, his hand placing the 
pistol in the waistband of his hospital issue trousers tightly for 
comfort as he began to wander aimlessly through the halls of the 
hospital. Realising that he needed to get out, Jonathan took the 
simple approach of following the signs to the main entrance. Upon 
arrival, he spotted Ishmael's armless friend knelt beside the 
railings of the stairs leading from the first floor to the ground 



floor. The ground floor foyer was alive with flames and the dancing 
beams of flash lights from the numerous soldiers sweeping the 
building . 

Jonathan pressed himself against the wall and watched the armless man 
silently. It became apparent that he was waiting for the right moment 
to strike or sneak past the soldiers on the floor below as he swiftly 
padded his away down the stairs when most of the enemy dispersed to 
search other areas of the hospital. Jonathan huffed in frustration as 
he watched the disfigured male disappear out of the front door like a 
ghost. Unable to replicate such a feat, Jonathan opted for entering a 
storage room that was close by and climb out of the window instead. 
Looking down, he noticed that the fall he was about to have would be 
broken by a bush. 

"Good enough." He remarked quietly as he climbed out and let himself 
hang from the window sill before taking a deep breath and letting go. 
His descent felt like it lasted an eternity before it came to an end 
as he landed roughly in the bush. The foliage poked and scratched him 
as he struggled to crawl his way out. Upon succeeding, he lay on his 
stomach and watched as an ambulance pulled up outside of the hospital 
in front of the armless male he'd been following. He was surprised 
when the door opened and the faint voice of Ishmael beckoning his 
companion to join him emanated from the vehicle. 

"Clever boy." Jonathan stated with a smile as he broke cover and made 
a dash for the ambulance. To his horror, the vehicle roared into life 
and began to drive away. Cursing under his breath, he put all his 
strength into sprinting towards the ambulance, allowing him one 
opportunity to reach out and grab hold of the rear door handles. 
Jumping, he barely succeeded in holding onto the handles as he landed 
on the running board of the ambulance. Looking behind him, Jonathan 
was amazed to see a man that appeared to be completely engulfed in 
flames emerge from the front entrance of the ruined hospital. His 
mouth fell open as he gazed upon the sight, a man that was on fire, 
but showed no signs of being harmed. 

Suddenly, the man on fire exploded, causing the door Jonathan was 
holding onto to burst open. It swung wildly, threatening to send him 
flying off the ambulance and into the surrounding scenery, but he 
persevered, disregarding the agony that was shooting down his injured 
shoulder as it was wrenched and twisted by the efforts exerted to 
keep its owner on the ambulance. The ride became even rougher as the 
vehicle swerved violently. Jonathan cursed as he imagined the two men 
in the driver and passenger seats were attempting to dislodge him 
from their escape vehicle, but was proven wrong when two fire 
appliances roared past, sirens blaring as they made their way to the 
hospital that was now fully ablaze. However, as they arrived on the 
scene, another explosion, presumably from the man on fire, sent the 
lead appliance flying. 

"Jesus Christ!" Jonathan yelled as he saw the turntable ladder flip 
over by the force of the blast. His thoughts on the spectacle were 
cut short as the ambulance swerve again to let two more fire 
appliances past. Jonathan shook his head and whispered a silent 
prayer for them, knowing that they were going to be confronting more 
than a fire. Looking forward, Jonathan could see the open road ahead, 
bathed in the night sky over Cyprus. The idyllic sight was soon 
crushed when another turntable ladder appeared from the sky and 
landed in front of the ambulance. 



"You have got to be kidding me." Jonathan muttered as the ambulance 
attempted to swerve round the wrecked fire appliance, but instead 
flipped over. Jonathan's grip on the door handle failed and he was 
sent flying through the air while the ambulance and its occupants 
rolled across the landscape. As quickly as the trip into the air 
began, it ended as Jonathan hit the ground. The stones and dirt that 
made the landscape scraped against his skin, tearing it away and 
causing him to cry out in pain. He'd heard of the concept of gravel 
rash when he'd been on a posting in West Germany and their commanding 
officer had warned them about the dangers of motorbikes and driving 
carelessly on the Autobahn, but he'd never experienced agony like 
this as he continued to roll over the stones that tore at his fragile 
f orm . 

Eventually, his journey petered out and he lay motionless on the 
ground. Every fibre of his being ached as he became slightly aware of 
the numerous grazes and cuts that he'd sustained. Sighing, Jonathan 
made no attempt to move, content to let his body have a brief respite 
from exertion after having been so ferociously beaten and bruised. 
After a few moments, he reached behind him to see if his pistol was 
still in his possession. He rolled his eyes upon finding that it was 
gone, he knew that it would never have been able to stay put after 
the ride he'd just experienced, but had checked anyway. He then 
looked up to see his surroundings and was surprised to see Ishmael's 
companion lying in the road, the wrecked ambulance close by, but 
Ishmael himself was nowhere to be seen. 

Summoning all the strength he could muster, Jonathan dragged himself 
painfully towards the armless man. Every inch he pulled himself 
closer caused his body to complain with overwhelming agony. 

Everything in his body begged him to stop and just lay where he was 
so that they could take just a little while longer to begin the long 
road to repairing the damage it had sustained, but Jonathan ignored 
the suggestion. Eventually, after much grunting and gasping in pain, 
he arrived at the unconscious form of Ishmael's friend. Jonathan 
reached out and touched the man's forehead. He was a brunette, with a 
full beard and a bandage over his forehead. Also of note was the fact 
that one of his eyes were cloudy, suggesting that he was blind, and a 
huge piece of metal was protruding from his head. Too weak to care, 
Jonathan gently shook him in an attempt to wake him up. 

"Hey!" He whispered weakly. "Wake up!" 

No response came. Jonathan sighed and closed his eyes, exhaustion and 
the agony causing his body to take over and force him to lose 
consciousness . With a contented sigh, he let the darkness embrace him 
and let himself lay over his armless compatriot. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Miller and Ocelot listened intently as Jonathan told his tale. 
Once he had finished, they looked at each other. Miller looked more 
unimpressed and furious than ever, while Ocelot's expression had 
softened to a considerable degree . <p> 

"And that's everything?" Ocelot enquired. "Completely 
everything? " 


Jonathan nodded weakly in response, while Miller turned away. The 



audible click of a pistols hammer being cocked echoed round the 
warehouse as he turned back and put a pistol to the bound Britons 
forehead . 


"It doesn't matter now." Miller stated in an ice cold tone. "Even if 
you are completely innocent. I don't trust you, nor do I believe you 
can be trusted with keeping your mouth shut." 

Ocelot looked at the pistol that was now pressed against Jonathan's 
forehead and raised an eyebrow. 

"So, you're going to just kill an unarmed man?" Ocelot asked 
incredulously. "Just like that? Not even give him a chance to run or 
defend himself?" 

Miller paused, his cold stare boring into Jonathan's soul before 
replying . 

"Yes . " 

Ocelot exhaled a deep breath through his nose, processing the callous 
nature of what Miller had just admitted. Suddenly, his hand raised up 
and grasped Miller's arm in an attempt to push the pistol away from 
Jonathan's forehead. However, Miller pulled the trigger as the barrel 
of the gun was still over Jonathan's face. The explosion from the 
pistol echoed round the warehouse as the bullet collided with 
Jonathan's face, hitting the edge of his right eye socket. Blood and 
fragments of skull exploded into the air as Jonathan screamed in 
agony. His face felt like it was on fire as it was burnt by the gun's 
proximity to him and it felt wet as blood began to cover his face 
from the horrific wound that had been inflicted upon his head. He 
spluttered and whined as Ocelot snatched the gun away from Miller and 
swiftly field stripped it in front of his eyes. 

"That's enough." He ordered before reaching into his duster coat to 
retrieve a handheld radio for the purpose of calling medical 
assistance . 


2. Unorthodox Initiation 
**Unorthodox Initiation** 

The sun rose on a new day over the Indian Ocean. All was quiet on the 
offshore platform that Jonathan had been taken to and tortured on, 
resulting in the loss of his eye in a botched attempt to execute him. 
After Ocelot had disarmed Miller, the man responsible for robbing him 
of his eye, he'd been swiftly taken to the medical wing set up on the 
platform. As the sun's rays peeked through the windows and beat down 
on his remaining eye, he began to stir, bothered by the brightness 
burning through his eyelid. Rolling over, Jonathan let out a happy 
sigh as the light proved unable to annoy him in his new position and 
he settled down to head back to sleep. 

"Enjoying yourself?" A familiar Russian voice teased. Sitting up in 
surprise, Jonathan looked to see who was near him. Upon realising it 
was the man who ' d beaten him, he raised his left hand up and clenched 
it into a fist in a feeble attempt to show he was ready for a fight. 
Ocelot chuckled and raised his own hands up submissively. 



"I come in peace." He quipped and then showed both sides of his hands 
as a sign of sincerity. Jonathan sighed and relaxed, letting his hand 
fall back onto the bed. "How are you feeling?" 

"Like shit." Jonathan admitted while laying back down. "Everything 
aches, especially my shoulder. That adventure with the ambulance was 
the last thing the nurse wanted me to do. I always seem to be in the 
habit of disappointing the ladies." 

Ocelot listened quietly, smiling at how the man he'd been beating 
senselessly mere hours before was now chatting like they were old 
friends. He took a moment to scratch an itch on his forehead before 
pulling a chair closer to the infirmary bed and sitting down. 

"Once again, you amuse and surprise me." Ocelot stated frankly. "Only 
last night, I was beating you to a pulp. Now you act as if nothing 
has happened." 

"I'll be honest. I don't really remember anything about last night 
after that ambulance crash. As for beating me to a pulp, I can safely 
say you did a good job. Everything fucking hurts." 

"I am flattered." The Russian replied with a smile. "But then 
interrogation is something of a passion of mine and an area of 
expertise, so it is to be expected." 

"Did you learn much from me?" 

"Nothing, although we took something from you." 

Jonathan's eyebrow raised suspiciously at Ocelot's remark. 

"Took what?" He asked in a low tone. Ocelot reached into his coat and 
retrieved a mirror, which he promptly reached out with to pass to 
Jonathan . 

"See for yourself. I am sorry I couldn't stop it from 
happening . " 

Jonathan nervously lifted his right hand to take the mirror. He 
stopped upon noticing that he had an IV drip attached to him and 
examined it closely. 

"Just to point out, that's not saline in that drip." Ocelot explained 
cautiously. "But painkillers." 

Upon hearing that, Jonathan sat up and snatched the mirror from 
Ocelot to look at his reflection. The vast majority of the right side 
of his head was completely covered in bandages. The bandages covering 
his right eye were stained slightly red with his blood. Dropping the 
mirror, Jonathan looked up at Ocelot in terror. 

"What the fuck have you done!?" He hissed. "I look like a 
mummy ! " 

Ocelot fidgeted and coughed before replying. 

"A colleague of mine wished to have you killed. He failed, but 
managed to..." He began, but trailed off as he tried to consider a 
way of revealing the extent of the damage done to Jonathan without 



alarming him. After a few moments, he sighed, realising there was no 
way he could sugar-coat the loss of an eye. 

"Shoot one of your eyes." 

Silence fell as Jonathan stared at Ocelot. He was thunderstruck at 
the revelation that he was now the proud owner of just one eye. His 
hand trembled as he began to touch the bandages, silently praying 
that this was all a nightmare and that he'd wake up still in 
Cyprus . 

"I'm sorry." Ocelot said sincerely, causing Jonathan to look back at 
him. He blinked and then let out a large sigh before looking down at 
the bedsheets. A single tear rolled down from Jonathan's remaining 
eye and landed on the white bed linen. After a few more moments, he 
clenched his fists and looked up at Ocelot angrily. 

"Well, you might as well finish the job!" Jonathan exclaimed. "You've 
already shot out my eye. Why don't you finish me off!?" 

Ocelot frowned and crossed his arms. 

"Because I have no reason to kill you. Granted, I would kill you 
without hesitation if I needed to. However, I do not." 

Jonathan huffed and then lay back down in defeat. He cursed under his 
breath and gritted his teeth in frustration. 

"Well, that's me buggered, isn't it?" Jonathan asked. "Even if you 
were to let me go . I ' d be fobbed off by the army and discharged since 
I lost an eye . " 

"If you're worrying about employment." Ocelot interrupted. "Then 
there's work that we can give you here." 

Jonathan laughed incredulously at the suggestion. 

"Yes! I'd love to! Work for the pricks who shot my eye. Thanks for 
the warm welcome, mate." He joked acidly. "It's what I've always 
wanted become One Eyed Jon the... Whatever you people do." 

"We're soldiers." 

Jonathan looked at Ocelot in surprise. In all his life, he'd never 
expected to see a soldier dressed as an American cowboy of The Old 
West . 

"Oh really? What country?" 

"We do not represent a country." Ocelot said gravely while standing 
up. "We are soldiers who have no flag. We fight because we have no 
other calling in life. We take pride in our work, even if those that 
hire us believe it to be an unsavoury 
job." 

"Mercenaries ? " 

"Yes . " 


"Technically, I'm still a British soldier. My duty is still to queen 



and country." 


"Then I'll have to kill you." 

Jonathan dead panned at Ocelot's statement, unimpressed at his 
attempt to 'hire' him. 

"So, I either betray my country and work for you or I die?" He 
clarified. Ocelot nodded in response, causing Jonathan to roll his 
eye and sigh in exasperation. After a few moments of silence, he 
nodded at Ocelot. 

"Very well. Welcome to The Diamond Dogs. I am Ocelot." Ocelot said 
proudly and reached his hand out to shake Jonathan's hand. 

Hesitantly, Jonathan accepted the handshake. 

"Jonathan Hyde." He replied weakly, causing Ocelot to chuckle. 

"I know that. That was my first question when I tortured you last 
night . " 

"Is that how you greet all of your potential recruits?" Jonathan 
joked, causing Ocelot's smile to broaden. 

"Only some." He retorted before turning towards the door and making 
his exit. "Don't worry, we'll let you recover before you actually get 
to do anything." 

Jonathan remained silent as he watched his new employer leave. He 
rubbed his chin thoughtfully before laying back down to relax and 
mull over what had just happened. 

"Join the army they said." Jonathan remarked to himself 
sarcast ically . "It'll be fun they said. You'll spend time in the nice 
hot sun, get paid, come home and get a proper job. Well, fuck you, 
random recruiting sergeant." 

After exhaling a forced laugh, Jonathan rolled over so that he was 
once again out of the sun's unforgiving rays and closed his eye, 
desperate to be taken away to dream land so he could forget about the 
misfortune that had befallen him. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The days of burning sun passed by slowly. It had been two weeks 
since Jonathan had been subjugated and he had recovered relatively 
well. The right side of his face was still slightly scarred from the 
gunpowder burn and the bullet wound that had removed part of his eye 
socket and his eye, but that was merely cosmetic. His shoulder injury 
and wounds from his session of torture at the hands of Ocelot were no 
longer present and he was more than capable of normal movement. While 
recovering, Jonathan had been visited regularly by his Russian 
employer. He had asked more questions about where he was and what he 
would be doing now that he was a member, albeit a forced member, of 
The Diamond Dogs. Ocelot had explained that he was on an offshore 
platform near the Seychelles called Mother Base, the location that 
all Diamond Dogs called home. He would eat, sleep and train here, 
leaving only to engage in operations, a measure implemented because 
he was only employed under duress and not voluntarily offered his 
services . <p> 



Jonathan was busy doing some stretches beside his hospital bed. He 
was still not permitted to leave the infirmary, but didn't take that 
as permission to let his already weakened physique from getting any 
worse. He was still a soldier, a soldier with no banner and no 
choice, but a soldier none the less. He heard the familiar sound of 
the door opening, signifying another visit from Ocelot. 

"Hello there, sir!" He greeted with mock cheerfulness before turning 
towards his visitor. Present was not just Ocelot, but Miller too. 
Jonathan was quick to lose all sense of happiness upon seeing the man 
responsible for removing his eye and folded his arms grumpily. His 
visitors on the other hand, were staring at him in an almost 
surprised manner. After a moment of awkward silence, Jonathan coughed 
to try and dispel the tension. 

"So..." He began. "What brings the pair of you here?" 

The pair continued to remain silent before Ocelot took a step 
forward . 

"You look very similar." He remarked before turning towards Miller. 
"What do you think?" 

"Head's too circular, but the facial hair makes it less obvious." 
Miller replied with a frown. "We'd see through him instantly... 

Others on the other hand." 

Ocelot nodded at Miller's observation before turning back to 
Jonathan. The Briton had neglected his facial hair, having been 
unable to obtain a razor to perform such a simple task. This had 
allowed him to grow out his stubble into a beard that still had room 
for growth, but was quite prominent. Jonathan looked at the two 
Diamond Dogs with a raised eyebrow. 

"Look very similar to who?" He asked suspiciously. Ocelot looked 
towards Miller and then back at Jonathan before beckoning the blinded 
Briton toward him. 

"Come with me, there's someone I wish for you to see." 

Ocelot was swift in his exit, while Miller continued to watch Jonthan 
like a hawk. Guessing that the one armed mercenary was intending to 
be the rear of the trio, Jonathan followed Ocelot out of his room and 
down the corridor to another. Upon entry, he found Ocelot stood 
beside a bed. Its occupant was Ishmael's armless friend, an 
individual that Jonathan instantly recognised. He was laying 
motionless in the bed, a monitor beeping rhythmically beside him 
while a large number of different IV drips fed a variety of different 
fluids into him. 

"I know this man." Jonathan stated quietly while looking down at him, 
having moved to the side of the bed opposite Ocelot. "He was the guy 
that was in the ambulance." 

"This man is Venom Snake or Big Boss." Ocelot explained. "The 
greatest soldier to have ever lived." 

Jonathan fell silent as he looked at this legendary figure. He'd 
never actually heard of anyone named as such, nor had he ever been 



interested in being a big, bad soldier with millions of kills. He'd 
joined the army for the life experience, a mere stepping stone in his 
life. He looked up at Ocelot, who had Miller stood beside him. 

"Why are you letting me see him?" Jonathan asked in confusion. 
"Wouldn't I be the last person you'd want to have seeing him if he's 
so great? Disregarding the guys who tried to kill him, of 
course . " 

Ocelot silently tossed a black object towards Jonathan. He caught it 
on instinct and looked at it. In his hands was a plain black eye 
patch, similar to the one that Snake was wearing, but this one didn't 
have two straps to help keep it in place. It was a stereotypical 
pirate eye patch. Jonathan looked up and showed it to Miller and 
Ocelot. Ocelot nodded, signifying he wanted him to put it on. 

Sighing, Jonathan applied the eye patch with a frown. 

"Just to inform you both. I don't approve of this, it looks silly." 

He remarked as he adjusted the patch to ensure it covered his ruined 
eye socket. He then looked at the two mercenaries with a face similar 
to a child forced to wear a knitted jumper his grandmother made for 
Christmas . 

"I can see it now." Miller whispered to Ocelot. The Russian nodded 
and picked up a mirror that was on the bedside table next to Snake 
and passed it to Jonathan. Looking at his reflection, Jonathan 
noticed that he was in desperate need of a shave and his hair had 
grown quite a bit. He was no longer bearing a British army crew cut, 
but had a mass of unkempt brown hair adorning his head. He then 
looked down at Snake and then back at himself. He noted the 
similarity, but it wasn't anything special. His beard and new eye 
patch were essentially the only details that he could see that made 
him look the same to the legendary soldier next to him. 

"Okay, I have to ask. What is this about?" Jonathan asked bluntly. "I 
look just a little bit like him. Just a little bit, what are you 
trying to tell me here?" 

Ocelot looked at Miller, who nodded silently. 

"In World War Two, there were a number of people who impersonated 
General Bernard Law Montgomery. The reason was to protect him from 
assassination by the Nazis." Ocelot explained, causing Jonathan to 
deadpan at what he was implying. 

"So, you want me. A British soldier, who's never seen combat, to 
impersonate what you claim to be the greatest soldier who ever 
lived? " 

Miller sniffed derisively at Jonathan's admission that he'd never 
seen combat, causing Ocelot to look away in thought before looking 
back at Jonathan with a look of grave sincerity. 

"Yes." Ocelot replied. Jonathan pinched the bridge of his nose. The 
idea was ludicrous to him. As far as he was concerned, he looked 
nothing like Snake. They couldn't be any different. Snake was missing 
an arm, had a body that most women would die for and men would die to 
have and Jonathan had none of those attributes. 


"It wouldn't work." Jonathan countered. "Last time I checked, I still 



have two arms. No, you can't remove one of them. Plus, this guy is 
apparently some kind of god or something, at least you seem to think 
he is. I've never seen combat. I've not killed anyone 
ever . " 

Jonathan fell silent and allowed the two mercenaries time to process 
what he was telling them. They looked at each other, silently 
communicat ing without even speaking. Jonathan didn't believe 
telepathy was occurring, but it was clear that these two knew each 
other intimately enough to be able to accurately guess what the other 
would say. Miller then turned towards a locker at the other side of 
the room and opened it. Inside was a military uniform, the camouflage 
type was not disruptive pattern material, but tiger-stripe, which 
Jonathan deduced would mean it was most likely not a British uniform. 
Miller took the uniform out by its coat hanger and threw it towards 
Jonathan. The Briton dead-panned once more as he caught it. 

"Do I seriously have to play dress up?" He asked, but was swiftly cut 
off when Miller reached into his jacket and retrieved a pistol, which 
was promptly cocked and aimed at him. Jonathan sighed deeply, fully 
aware that Miller was more than capable of shooting him, the missing 
eye he now had was proof enough. Begrudgingly, he began to kit 
himself out. Every article of clothing he put on was followed by 
another piece of the uniform stored in the locker. Boots, webbing and 
a bandana soon followed, articles of clothing Jonathan obediently 
donned. Upon finishing. Ocelot beckoned him to come closer. 

"We're going for a walk." Ocelot explained before leading Jonathan 
out of the room and onto the deck of Mother Base, Miller following 
close behind with his gun concealed, but still ready. Jonathan 
squinted as the sun beat down upon his form. It had been a long time 
since he'd been outside and wasn't used to the full force of the sun 
blinding his view. He raised a hand to help shade his eye and finally 
get a proper look round the platform he'd been a resident of. 

The platform appeared to be a single strut in the middle of the 
ocean. The primary colour was orange, which Jonathan grimaced at. He 
wasn't a fan of orange, but he was hardly in a position to complain. 
Ocelot looked at his watch before practically dragging Jonathan 
towards a door marked with a sign that said 'Mess Hall'. Jonathan's 
heart sank as he knew exactly what Ocelot had planned. The door to 
the mess opened and Ocelot pushed him inside before anyone noticed 
that he'd been manhandling the man that looked strikingly similar to 
their leader. 

At first, no one seemed to notice Jonathan's presence, but it wasn't 
long before one noticed, who swiftly told the person sat next to him. 
The word quickly spread and within thirty seconds, the entire mess 
hall fell silent as everyone turned to stare at the new entrant. 
Jonathan's heart raced as he felt over a dozen eyes boring into him, 
taking in every last detail of his personage. The silence was soon 
broken by a lone male voice. 

"Hello, Boss ! " 

Jonathan looked in the general direction of the voice with a look of 
absolute hatred. He opened his mouth to state he wasn't Big Boss when 
Ocelot put his hand on his shoulder, silencing him. 


"I'm glad you saw fit to see how everyone is doing. Even in your 



current condition." Ocelot said with mock concern, causing Jonathan 
to look at him with an unimpressed stare as he realised that Ocelot 
was forcing him into the role. He knew this would become a common 
theme from now on and sighed heavily. 

"Please, do continue your meals." Ocelot said to the rest of the 
room, who dutifully obeyed and looked away towards their plates while 
Jonathan was escorted from the hall. After exiting, Jonathan whirled 
round to face Ocelot and pointed at him menacingly. 

"Do you truly expect me to fucking keep this act up?" He exclaimed 
furiously. "I'm British, I have two arms, I am not a true fighting 
soldier. Why are you doing this!?" 

"Because it's necessary." Ocelot replied calmly while walking back 
towards the infirmary. Jonathan followed with Miller in tow as the 
Russian continued. 

"It's necessary for us to protect The Boss from the people who 
attempted to kill him. What better than a body double? Sure, you have 
a few kinks like your speech and other matters, but we can work 
around them. As for your arm, only a few select people know he's lost 
one and they have been sworn to secrecy." 

"I won't hold my breath." Jonathan replied incredulously and rubbed 
his forehead in exasperation. "So, that's it then? I'm now the body 
double of the greatest soldier ever?" 

Miller pursed his lips before breaking the silence he had 
maintained . 

"Seems like that. Be proud of that." He remarked. Jonathan shot him a 
death stare, a stare that didn't even make Miller flinch. 

"However, we have much to do." Ocelot stated while opening up 
Jonathan's hospital room door. "You have a lot to learn before you 
can be anywhere near as good as The Boss." 

"Oh goodie." Jonathan replied sarcast ically while rubbing his eye 
patch. "I guess I've got to continue wearing this silly thing 
then? " 

"Yes . " 

Defeated, Jonathan nodded. He'd be stuck looking like a pirate for 
the foreseeable future and he wasn't pleased with that. 

"We'll let you have a little while to get used to the idea." Ocelot 
said as Miller took this opportunity to exit the room. "I'll be here 
in an hour to begin your training." 

Jonathan sighed and nodded. Ocelot's eyebrow raised at the attitude 
of the Briton before dismissing it and leaving him on his own. Laying 
back down on the infirmary bed, Jonathan stared up at the ceiling 
while his mind ticked over idly as he waited for his first session of 
training . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"First, we'll be working on your hand to hand combat." Ocelot 



explained while pacing up and down in front of Jonathan, who was 
stood at ease inside a sizeable gym with assorted dummies and 
sparring rings alongside conventional exercise equipment . <p> 

"As a Briton, your armed forces focuses more on hand to hand if 
you're in the elite forces. So, we'll be starting from scratch. 

You'll be learning a system of hand to hand combat named CQC, Close 
Quarter Combat, similar to judo or jujitsu." 

Jonathan raised an eyebrow and grimaced at what he was hearing. 

"So, what? I'm going to be learning karate chops and stuff?" He 
quipped. Ocelot stopped pacing after hearing that remark, causing his 
pupil to watch him closely with an air of concern. The Russian then 
whirled round and grappled with Jonathan before swiftly slamming him 
into the ground without making a single sound of exertion. Jonathan 
merely gasped as he was grappled and then exhaled a pained grunt as 
he felt himself collide with the floor with a dull thud. Disoriented, 
he blinked and rubbed his temples to help bring his senses back, 
allowing him to see Ocelot looking down at him with a childish 
smile . 

"Okay." Jonathan remarked before letting his hands drop to his sides. 
"No karate chops. Just complete arse kickings from start to finish. 
Fuck, that hurt so much." 

"You'll learn, given time." Ocelot stated solemnly while turning away 
from his incapacitated student to continue his lecture. "The key is 
to be fast and brutal. The whole point of this is to ensure that if 
you are involved with a hand to hand situation, you can strike first 
and last . " 

"So, basically win with the first blow?" 

"Exactly." Ocelot replied as he reached into his duster coat and 
retrieved a pistol and knife. After tossing them over to Jonathan, he 
retrieved a second pair for himself. 

"Now, the optimal set of tools for using this is to have your pistol 
in the dominant hand and have it supported by the weaker hand." 

Ocelot explained as he arranged his arms into position, pistol 
partially outstretched with the knife being held beneath it as a 
support. Jonathan observed and swiftly copied the stance. 

"Okay, repeat after me." Ocelot ordered and began with a single punch 
by his dominant hand towards Jonathan, angling it so that the pistol 
would not collide with the imaginary target. He followed up with a 
swift hook lower down by his knife hand and then finished with a low 
kick to the general shin area. Jonathan watched closely before 
copying Ocelot. 

"Be mindful of how you position your hands, if you're careless, you 
may end up hitting your target with your pistol or cutting them with 
the knife." Ocelot explained as he watched Jonathan repeat this 
sequence a few times. "Unless you're in a situation where you have no 
choice but to kill them, then do so. If you don't kill them, they'll 
definitely kill you." 


"You're doing wonders for my confidence." Jonathan remarked 
sarcast ically . "How will I know if I'm actually learning this stuff 



properly? I'm hardly going to be able to waltz up to someone in the 
field and ask them to hold still." 

"Well, you'll have a sparring partner, obviously." Ocelot replied 
with a roll of his eyes, causing Jonathan to break his stance and 
look at his teacher in confusion. 

"I'm to have a sparring partner, who may actually kick seven shades 
of shit out of me, while I'm pretending to be Big Boss?" Jonathan 
said incredulously. "Won't they be a bit suspicious of the fact that 
I am shit at this?" 

"Not at all. I'll merely explain that your coma and bed ridden state 
have caused you to be a little, how you say, rusty?" 

"And they'll eat that bullshit right up?" 

"Considering that I and Miller are The Boss' closest associates. 


Jonathan tilted his head in disbelief for a moment. Ocelots 
confidence was mesmerising, while Jonathan still had his reservations 
on what he was being asked to do. Sighing, he pinched the bridge of 
his nose and took a deep breath, exhaling it through his nose before 
looking at his trainer. 

"Fair enough. We'll give it a try once I've learned a few more 
things." He replied. "Just don't come crying to me when this goes 
tits up . " 

Ocelot rolled his eyes before continuing Jonathan's training. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Two hours flew by as Jonathan was given his crash course in CQC, 
everything was repeated until he knew each sequence by heart. Ocelot 
was merciless in testing him on each sequence randomly. One moment, 
they'd be going through the motions of one sequence, suddenly. Ocelot 
would bark out the name of one they'd done before and Jonathan would 
attempt to execute it against his imaginary enemy with lightning 
speed. After each test. Ocelot would either shake his head and 
provide direction on where he'd gone wrong or sniff with veiled 
approval. The lack of air circulation in the gym caused the air to be 
incredibly hot and stuffy, causing Jonathan to bake in the uniform of 
the man he was impersonating. Sweat was dripping down his forehead 
and off his nose and his face was red with the exertion. <p> 

"Okay, quick break and then we'll bring in your partner." Ocelot 
suddenly stated, causing Jonathan to sigh with relief and slump to 
the floor. 

"Yay." Jonathan sighed with subdued joy. Ocelot shook his head before 
heading out of the room. Jonathan wiped his forehead clear of sweat 
and lay on the floor, dropping the weapons he had been given. He 
wasn't suffering from muscle pain, merely overheating with the 
equipment and uniform he was wearing. Closing his eye, he let the 
silence of the gym envelope him as he allowed himself a brief moment 
to just forget about the training session he'd been subjected to. 
However, his moment of peace was swiftly broken by the sound of the 
door opening once more. 



"Boss, allow me to introduce you to your sparring partner." Ocelot 
called out to him. Jonathan stood up to see who ' d been brought to 
humiliate him. Stood next to Ocelot was a formidable man, black in 
skin colour and muscular in body tone. Approaching him, Jonathan 
noted how he was also taller than him. The newcomer looked down at 
him and presented his hand in greeting, a gesture which Jonathan 
accepted with a firm handshake. 

"Roaring Stallion, Boss." He stated passively. "I'd like to say I'm 
honoured to have been picked for this, even if you're going to beat 
my ass . " 

Jonathan half-smiled, self conscious of his voice and how it would 
most likely be completely unlike the man he was now impersonating. 
Roaring Stallions expression of awe swiftly melted into one of 
concern and slight irritation when Jonathan didn't speak, causing 
Ocelot to step in. 

"He gives you his thanks. However, he currently has a little 
difficulty speaking, so he can't thank you at this moment." Ocelot 
lied while gesturing towards the ring. "If we can get the pair of you 
into the ring, that would be lovely." 

Satisfied, Stallion grunted in acknowledgement and obeyed. Jonathan 
grimaced at his speech impediment before following closely behind. 
Once the pair were in the ring. Ocelot stood on the edge outside of 
the boundary ropes. 

"Right, the rules are simple. The pair of you are incapacitate one 
another. No breaking of bones or killing, understood?" 

The pair nodded, causing Ocelot to clap his hands, signifying the 
beginning of the fight. Cautiously, the two men circled round, their 
respective gazes fixed on one another. Stallion was wary of being in 
the presence of the individual who created the combat style they were 
now utilising, while Jonathan was wary of the fact that he was part 
of a deception. The black mercenary was first to break the calm with 
a lunge towards Jonathan, attempting to land a punch in the upper 
chest region. Jonathan leaned back and to the side, causing the 
gigantic fist to only just miss. He then began his counter attack by 
lurching forward and letting his right hand clasp round the back of 
Stallions neck and his left hand grappled the shoulder. With a grunt 
of exertion, Jonathan pushed down and to the left with all his might 
in an attempt to send his opponent to the ground. 

Sadly, his attempt failed as Stallion was merely sent staggering 
towards the edge of the ring, arms flailing as he fought to keep his 
balance. Upon reaching the ropes, he used them for support and 
corrected himself before whirling back round to face Jonathan once 
more. The Briton muttered a curse under his breath, he realised that 
this man was far too bulky for him to take down with such a simple 
grapple. Crouching back into the stance taught by Ocelot, Jonathan 
prepared for the next assault. Stallion was far more cautious, having 
had the tables turned on him and so was now being even more evasive. 
It became apparent that he was now on the defensive and it was now 
Jonathans turn to strike first and hopefully best Roaring 
Stallion . 


"Any time this century." Ocelot remarked out loud, causing Roaring 



stallion to break eye contact with Jonathan to glance over at him. 
Jonathan lunged forward and took the opening that Ocelot had opened 
up for him, his right hand jabbing forward and colliding with 
Stallion's throat. The giant mercenary's eyes bulged as his trachea 
was struck and he spluttered in surprise. Jonathan followed up with a 
lower punch to his opponents stomach, winding Stallion and forcing 
him to keel over and clutch his stomach. Finally, The Briton grappled 
with Stallion in the same manner as before, but put his left leg 
further forward as he initiated the throw down. Stallion began to 
stagger forward, but once his legs collided with Jonathans, he 
finally lost all balance and fell to the floor of the ring with a 
wheeze and a thump. 

The corner of Ocelots mouth curled into a half-smile as he gave 
Jonathan a small round of applause. Jonathan bowed his head in 
acknowledgement of Ocelots praise before approaching Roaring Stallion 
and extending his hand out to help him up. Gratefully, Stallion 
accepted his hand and hauled himself back up. 

"Damn." Roaring Stallion whispered. "That hurt. Boss." 

"You got distracted." Ocelot remarked with a shrug. "Never let 
anything distract you when engaging an enemy. One opening like that 
is all they need to kill you." 

"I know, I know." Stallion replied while rubbing his bruised throat 
to soothe it. "I just wasn't expecting something like that to happen 
in the ring . " 

Ocelot nodded in understanding before gesturing towards the door. 
Stallion nodded back before climbing out of the ring and leaving. 

Upon reaching the door, he turned towards Jonathan. 

"Thanks for the match. Boss. You did good, but then that's a given." 
He remarked with a laugh before heading out. Jonathan nodded and 
waved back before looking at Ocelot with a deadpan expression. 

"That was a waste of time." He grumbled. "That distraction you 
provided hardly made things fair for the poor sod!" 

"War isn't fair." Ocelot countered. "Plus, CQC is far more potent 
when you strike without the enemy even being aware of it occurring. 
Sparring frequently and often will allow you to hone your abilities 
for when you can't surprise your target. Distractions in such 
engagements will save your skin, Hyde. "take "That's another thing. 

Are you going to be calling me Venom Snake?" He asked curiously. "He 
was Roaring Stallion. You're Ocelot, so since I'm pretending to be 
Big Boss, I'll be called that, right?" 

"Sort of. You won't take his codename, but you'll have something 
similar . " 

"Like what?" 

"Tortured Snake." 

Jonathan tilted his head as he mulled over what his own title was. 
Realising it was referencing the introduction he'd been given upon 
arriving on Mother Base, he rolled his eye and sighed. 



"How original." He quipped and wiped his forehead clear of sweat. 
Ocelot sniffed dismissively before picking up a towel and tossing it 
over for Jonathan to wipe himself off my thoroughly. 

"It'll do." Ocelot remarked. "Training's over for today. We'll be 
starting again early tomorrow, so make sure to get plenty of 
sleep . " 

"Just like Basic Training." Jonathan joked, causing Ocelot to chuckle 
at how true his observation was. 

"If that's the case, then you're dismissed. Snake." He replied. 
Jonathan groaned and shook his head, but the smile he had showed he 
still got a kick out of Ocelot's own joke as he made his way back to 
his hospital bed. 


End 
f lie . 



